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| But still, within my bosom’s core,

| And did not fret and feel annoy

Rartan Landing Vi

Highland Mary.

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around
The castle o’ Montgomery, -8
Green be your woods, and fair your flow-
ers,
Your waters never drumlie !
There simmer first unfald her robes,
Aud there the langest tarry;
For there I took the last fareweel
0" my sweet Highland Mary.

How sweetly bloom’d the gay green birk
How rich the hawthorn’s blossom ;
As underneath their fragrant shade,
[ clasp’d her to my bosem !
The golden hours on angél wings,
Flew o’er me and my dearie ;
For dear to me as light and life
Was my sweet Highland Mary.

Wi' many a vow, and lock'd embrace,
Our parting was fu’ tender

And, pledging aft to meet again,
We tore oursels asunder:

But oh! fell death’s untimely frost
That nipt my flower sae early !

Now green's the sod and cauld’s the clay
That wraps my Highland Mary !

O, pale, pale now. these rosy lips
I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly !
And clos’d, for ay, in silent dust,

That heart that lo’d me dearly !

Shall live my Highland Mary.
—Robert Burns.

My Father.

Who hailed me first with rapturous Joy,

When the nurse said: Why, ske’sa boy ?
My Father.

Who gave the nurse a half a crown,

To let hun hold me—awkward clown,

Of course he held me upside down ?
My Father.

Who ne'er to cut my hair did try—

Jabbing the scissors in my eye,

And cutting every hair awry ? .
My Father.

Who sat me in the barber’s chair

Instead, and had him cut my hair

Like my big brothers, good and square?
My Father.

Who when I had a little fight

Because Tom tore my paper kite

And bit me, said I did just right ?
My Father.

Who when Tom licked me black and blue
Did not turn round and lick me, too—
Saying *'Tis my duty so to do ?”

My Father.

Who told me plock and luck must win.

And taught me to “put up a fin,"”

Till I could trounce that Tom like sin ? |
My father.

Who penries sc're refused to plank,
Nor dropped them in the mimic Bank 2" |

+ | Where I could only hear them clank ?

My Father.

Who. when I wished to buy a toy,
Ne'er thought "twould give me much
more Joy }

To send traets to some heathen boy ?

My Father. |

Who bought me ponies, guns and sich,
Aund gave me leave to fork and pitch, |

While he raked up to make me rich? |

My Father.

And who, at last, when all was done, |
Passed in his checks, and, noble one,
Left all he had to me, his son ?

My Father.

—Jolm Paul in N. Y. Tritune.

A little girl in Des Moines wants to
know why there are no Ae dolls,

A Western butcher, whose premises
were robbed. sdid he “lost flesh.”

The Patrons of Husbandry have start-
ed anewspaper in Wisconsin entitled the

o | Mowing Machine.

If your neighbor's hens are troublesome
And steal across the way,

| Don’t let your angry passions rise,

But fix a place for them to lay.

The Burlington (Iowa) Daily speaks
of a couple *“resolving themselves intoa
committee of two, with power to increase
the number.”

Suicide is now placed within the reach
of the poorest. Kerosene is only 15
cents a gallon at Worcester, Mass., and
many other places.

A man was boasting that he had been
warried for twenty vears and had never
gwven his wife a eross word. Those who
know him sav he didn't dare to.

A Mississippi paper says: Give a ne-
gro & spavined mule, a single-barreled
pistol and a brass watch and you make
him supremely happy.

Boasting is something out of place.
We were onee amused at bearing a gen-
tleman remark that he was a bhachelor,
as was his father before him.

Au Indiana editor mildly remarks:
«If you cawnot bring us wood, remember
us in your prayers. It is something to
know, as we sit and shiver, that we are
not forgotten, if the stove is cold.”

| Any boy can learn to chew tobaceo by
being hopeful and persevering, but unless
his hips are fully developed he caunot
wear pants without suspenders, and have
bis shirt foam jauntily out over the top.

A gentleman, finding his servant in-
toxicated, said: What. drunk again,
Sam ? 1 seolded you for being drunk
last night, and here youn are drunk again.
No, massa, roplied Sam; same drunk,
same drunk, massa.

The clergyman in a certain town, as
the custom is, having published the
banns of matrimony between two per-

| sons was followed by the elerk, reatrieng
the hymn, beginning with these words:
Mistaken souls, who dreamn of heaven.

A young womau, on alighting frem a
stage, dropped a ribbon from her bonnet
in the bottom of the coach. You have

| left your beau behind, said a lady pas-
senger. No | havn't, he’s gone a fishing,
innocently replied the damsel.

Miss Anna Dickinson was to lecture
on “Joan d'Arc” to & western audience
and was introduced as follows : ~Ladies
and gentlemen, Miss Dickinson will ad-
dress you to-night on the life and adven-
tures of John Dark, one of the greatest
heroes of antiquity.”

| too.

|
| gusta now ?

| room and went to find mother.
| mixing biseuits for supper, looking thro’ |

| Taking it for Granted.

With marks of a rough, stormy life

al over him, a mun of about fifty years, |

gray and sunburnt, sat in my office. 1
| found him there when 1 went in one
| morning not long ago.

“Here is somebody waiting for you,
| Elwell,” said Mr. Bigelow.
[ Ilooked around, and the man rose |
| and held out his hand.
“Averill—my pame iz

Averill,” said |
he, looking sharply at me out of a pair |
of shrewd gray eyes. I am an old friend
| of your mother ; but 1 have not met her
| for a matter of five-and-twenty years.
[ So I thought I'd call and ask after her |
| and her family.”
| “1 am glad to see you,” said I
| you a relative of my mother 77
“No,"” replied Mr. Averill. *We were
of the same name, but not connected— |
unless it may be very distantly. I used i
to know her and her folks, though, as
well as I did my own sisters, and better
Let's see—where is your Aunt Au-

“Are

*She is living with her children in
| Portland,"” said 1. ‘

“Pretty well, is she, do you know 2" |
asked Mr. Averill.

“Very well when we heard last. My
Aunt Augusta has good children and a
pleasant home, and seems quite happy.”

“Um-m-m-m ! That is nice,” said
Mr. Averill, fumbling at arouZh nugget

watch-chain.

I hadn’t much to do that day, sol
talked off and on with my visitor till it
Was time to go home, and then tock him
along with me. I left him in the sitting
She was |

| her glasses, and singing a snatch of |

some cold, half fgrgotten love-ditty of
her youth.

“Mother " said I, breaking in upon
her song. Come in the other room. Av
old friend of yours wanes 10 see you.”

Mother looked up over her glasses.

“An old friend ? "Tisn't any of the
Maine folks, is it 2"

Jecause, if it was so much as a dog |

she asked.

that had trotted across a corner of the |
State of Maine, on his four legs, mother

| would have run, with her arms out and

a smile of weleome, without stopping to |
even wash the dough off her hands. As
it was, with only an indefinite thought |
of seeing *‘an old friend,” she went with
a dust of flour on her nese, and without
her company cap.

As soon as she had stepped inside the
sitting-room door, she stood and looked

| at her guest, and he stood and locked at

her.

“It is Sam, as true as you are born !”
she said, at last.

Then they both laughed, aud then
they both wiped their eyes, though they
didn't seem like that sort of people, es-
pecially Mr. Averill.

| I never knew mother to forget her |
housekeeping before, but this time she
let the biscuit burn till they were black
as my shoe ; and when she mixed some
more she put in sugar instead of salt,
and left ouf the saleratus altogether. |
But her cheeks grew pink. and her ecap
| strings flew, and she nor her guest seem- |
| ed to know the difference.

]' “Oh, honey !’ cried my mother, hop

| ping up from the tea-table as soon as she

| was seated. “Yon haven't Jost your |
| sweet tocth, have you, Sam 2"

| How you do remember ! returned
| Sam, admiringly.

I should think I ought to,” answer-
ed my mother, with a girlish luugh.
“The way you used to pick up walnuts
to carry to the cross-roads store and
| trade for molasses and make candy of ! |
Speaking of the cross-roads store, I won-
{ der if you know our old storekeeper’s
| daughter, she that was Sarah Curly, has
| lost her husband 2"

“No, has she? Strange I never heard
of it,” replied Mr. Averill, appearing as
| astonished as though he had been hear-

|
{
{
|
|

ing from his old neighbors every weck.

| “Yes,” said my mother. She married
{ one of old 51 Seaver's boys the oldest
| one, Jouathan, and he died sudden,—all
lat onee ; well, it must be something like
half-a-dozen years ago,—and left his

or else six, I don’t know.which.”

“You don't say ! ejaculated Mr. Av-
erill, passing his honey plate for the
thard time. No, evidently he had not
lost his sweet tooth.

After supper, mother washed up the
dishes and talked, and Mr. Averill smok-
ed his pipe and listened. It was the
first time 1 ever allowed anybody to
smoke in my house, but [ had wothing
to say now. I even filled his pipe and
lighted it for him. And then he told
the story of his life, which had been full
of strange and interesting adventures.
He was evidently o man who did not
read much and who eould not have writ-
ten well, but he could talk ; not always
grammatically, perbaps, but always with
force and fascination.

It seemed that years and years ago,
his father and my mother’s father lived
in a town in the valley of the Kennebec.
My mother's father was a large farmer
and Mr. Averill’s father was a very

wife and so many children—five children |

' for my grandfather. My mother and my
' Aunt Augusta were young girls—they
were twins, and 1 suppose by the way
they look now that they must have been
pretty then. My mother was early en-
' gaged and married to my father ; but

| there was Augusta, and there was Sam;
| and where one was you might usually

find the other near at hand. Sam never
said' anything, be was'not of a demon-
strative kind, but he kuew how he felt,
and he supposed .\ugusta knew, too.

So the years budded and blossomed
and brought forth fruit, until at last
Sam went down to Connecticut to take
charge of a saw-mill for an uncle of his.
He wrote to Aunt Augusta and Aunt

| Augusta wrote to him ; and now and

then he came to Maine on business, al-

. ways going to my grandfather’s before

he went home, and carrying himself to-
ward Augusta like an accepted lover.
After a few years he found himself
possessed of twelve thousand dollars, and
immediately went to work to spend it.
He went abroad. to England and Rome
and Egypt and Paris and Germany and
Sweden and Russia and everywhere.
When he came home at last it was with
only fifty dollars in his pocket. So next
he went out among the copper mines of
Lake Superior, and in time was again
possessed of twelve thousand dollars.
“Now [ will come home and marry
Augusta, and settle down,” said he to

‘ himself. But he dido’t say it to any-
of gold that hung as a charm from his | body else. It never oceurred to him that |

it was necessary.

Meantime my Aunt Augusta had not
stood like a rose 1 a pot, waiting for
the gardeper to come and pick it. She
cast out her roots and threw up her
branches and bloomed as though it was
enough to fulfill the laws of being and
beauty for their own sakes.

In that simple neighborhood work was |
. supposed to be the chief end of every-
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body. So Aunt Are—

~wning, and then she went to Coos,
! where her brother Nathan lived, and set

up for herself.
Coos was a little crumb of a town in
those days ; but it held up its head and

had its stores and its mills, and its shops, |

and its great white meeting honse on a
hill, with galleries on three sides and
square pews and a high box pulpit.

The first Sunday after Aunt Augusta

went there. she climbed the hill, of |
course, aud went in the front pew with |

Unecle Nathan and his wife.  She was
fashionably dressed in a black crape

| gown, a scarlet shawl and a white silk

bonnet with pink roses inside. Her
cheeks were as pink as her roses, and
her eyes were as black as her gown.
There was no need that Mr. Keeler
should point her out to the young
but he took the pains to do it. Mr.

men,

as plain and gray as a dor-bug, and
afraid of the pomps and vanities that he
wouldn't wear buttons on his coat, No
sooner had his eyes fallen on Aunt Au.
gusta, settling herself in the front pew
like a variegated tulip, than he dropped
the subject he had started upon for his
sermoun, and began to preach against con-
formity to the world. He was a sincere,

=0

earnest man, and he preached with all |
his might, emphasizing and illustrating |

his words by pointing with his blunt fin-
ger at the scarlet shawl and pink roses.
So if anybody had neglected to look at
them before, they looked then.

Among those who were obedient to
the ministerial forefinger, was Abner
Stanton, the village blacksmith.

Abner Stanton’s heart was a good deal
like his iron— not easily melted—but
when it once had been hammered into a
shape, there it was, fixed and steadfast.
And to-day Aunt Augusta’s eyes went
through it like red-hot arrows as he
peered around at her from behind one of
the pillars in the gallery.

The next day he came to get a vest
made. The day after, he came to bring
the buttons for it ; and the day after
that he thought, as he was going by, he
would call and see if she had everything
she.needed, and how soon the vest would
be done. It was not two days more be-
fore ke was there again to bring a letter.

“I happened to see it at the post-of-
fice when 1 went after my paper, and so
I brought it along. 1 conld as well as
not.” said he.

The letter was from Sam Averill, tell-
ng about the luck he had had in min-
ing, the weather, and the fact that he
was well. Nothing more ; nothing about
the home Le was building in his faney,
and the figure that was always central
in his thoughts.

“I hope,” said my Uncle Nathan,
you are not foolish enough to set your
mind on such a rolling stone as Sam Av-
erill. He has no continuity to him.”

<If we are going to hunt for a man
that has no faults in this world, we'll
have a long road of it,” returned Aunt

Augusta, bearing down the heavy press.

ing-iron upon her seam as though she
were trying to crush the life out of some-
thing.

In less than a week, Abner Stanton
called again.
Augusta didn’t know the swamp-pinks
were out, and so be brought her a haud.
ful, that he got on the way over from

Keel. |
er, the minister, was a little. lank man, !

He thought perbaps Miss |

prs—she and my mother are alike
put that—and she put a cluster of the

ked at her with admiration in every

of his head.
If you were a sister of mine, you

sh@uld always sit in a rocking-chair and
var swamp-pinks !" said he.

$Abuer Stanton is & most excellent
an,” quoth Unele Nathan, when he had
his way, *‘an esquire and the head
in town. He's all wheat and no

He'll make a first rate of a hus-
band, and the girl who gets him will
geb a prize.”

‘Aunt Augusta made some fierce clip-
pings with her great tailor's shears, but
she said nothing, and presently went up
stairs to answer Sam Averill’s letter.

The next day Abner Stanton called
to see Uncle Nathan on business, and
she sent her letter to the office by him.
So the months drifted along, one after
another, like pictures in a magic-lantern.
Abner Stanton came often on one excuse
| or another, or on none. He brought flow-
ers, and berries strung on grass, and
sweet flag-root and birds’ eggs. He was
never intrusive with his love, but made
| Aunt Augusta conscious of it every step
she walked, and with every breath she
breathed. It was below her, above her,
and all around her. *He often brought
‘ her letters from Sam, and carried hers
J for him to the office.

“All things are fair in love,” said he
to himself. So now and then he forgot
| to mail, or to deliver one, dropping it in
ithe fire instead. At last, as his_love
| grew hotter and more impatient, he kept
| them back altogether, .and still never al-
 lowed Aunt Augusta to lose sight or
| thought of himself.
| Thus the time passed, until Sam Av-
erill having made and lost and made
again his twelve thousand dollars among
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Augusta and settle down.”

Suddenly one day he appeared before
my Unecle Nathan, travel-worn and
brown and shaggy. My uncle received
him with great cordiality.

“Sam, I'm glad to see you !" said he.
| “How have you fared all this great, long
time 2"

“Fair to middling.
ta 7" returned Sam.

“Oh, Augusta ! She is all right. You
go to the tavern and fix up, and I'll find
Augusta. I will be around in an hour
or 8o, and call for you. Augusta will be
proper glad to see you, and so’ll the rest
of the folks. I don’t know when there
has been such asurprise in Coos before.”
| So Sam went off with his honest heart
| to find a razor and a wash bowl, and my

uncle Nathan did a very mean thing. He
| went straight to Abner Stanton. +Ab.
ner,” said he, going into the smithy, out
of breath, ~Sam Averill has come, and
you must go right up and get Augusta
to name the day, or you will lose her. [
will keep him out of the way as long as
I can.”
Abger dropped his hammer, without
saying & word, and went up the street,
! rolling down his shirt-sleeves as he went.
An hour after uncle Nathan came home
with Sam Averill.
“Here is an old friend you will be

Where's A ugus-

the door of my aunt’s workroom, where

| she sat stitching the pocket of a primrose- | Averill's gray haira and “‘l'i"kit’:‘! were | turbid waters of the Missouri river—
| colored vest, and looking fresh as a hun- i! as gﬁod as a Iookmg-glahs to remind my ‘ these, combined with the l.‘l‘:u!killu of the

dred primroses herself.
“It is Sam !" said she faintly, start-
ing to her feet and dropping her work.
l It was Sam. Sam come at last, with
his long-smoldering love and his tardy
speaking.
. “You are too late! An hour too late!”
‘ said my aunt Augusta, when he had told
| his errand East. I have just engaged
myself to another man.”
“You haven’t done right, Augusta.”
said Sam. “You belong to me ; you have
 always belonged to me, and you ought
| to have waited tall [ came.”
| «“You didn't say anything,” returned
| my aunt,- with a little pride. “How was
! I to know what you meant ? You never
| spoke & word."”
| *I took it you knew my mind,” re-
tarned Sam. I never thought of any-
| body else. I never should think of any-
| body else, and it didn't occur to me that
| you would. You must marry this person
| now you have promised him, of course.
But it isn’t right and it never will be.”
“Mr. Stanton 15 a worthy man ; just
J as good as gold, clear through to the
core. | have always liked him, and you
1| never said anything,” repeated my poor
| aunt Augusta ; I will be vour friend,
though. just the same.”
They said no more ; there was noth-
| ing more to be said, and in a month my
aunt Augusta and Abner Stanton were
married. Sam Averill stayed till after
! the wedding, and then he went off, and
| had never been heard of again until to-
day, by aunt Augusta’s family.
He went to California, throwing his
| whole life into work ; his work presper-
|ed. and he had come back now with
| houses and lands and gold and mines—
arich man. He had come back to find
aunt Augusta, and learn how the world
| bad fared witk hep. For in all these

years of buying and selling and getting |

gain, he had kept the empty room in his

pt her throat., while Abner Stanton l

glad to see, Augusta,” said he, opening |

| Aunt Augusta’s married life had not |
|

been happy. It is very dangerous for a | mother, fluttering up after another plate |
pssoms in her hair at once, and anoth- | man to take in a mean habit temporari- | and knife. “Lay your overcoat right off |

ly, for it will stick to him, and Abner | and sit by and havea cup of tea with
Stanton’s character never recovered from | us,

the twist those intercepted letters gave
it. 1don't know what, but something
was always going wrong between them.
Even their children proved barriers in-
stead of bonds. As he” grew older his
natural economy and thrift - became
stronger and stronger, until, as my moth-
er said, “he got so close he could sit,
and seven more like him, on a three-cent
piece.” Finally, one day, under some
provocation, he told aunt Augusta about
the lost letters.

“You oughtn’t to have -told me that,
Abner,” said she. “You ought not to
have told me. 1 can never forgive you.”

She never did. Always after, there
seemed to be something separating them,
cold and hard and transparent as ice,
until at last they agreed to live apart.
And so they did until the death of Mr.
Stanton. Now aunt Augusta was living
surrounded by her children and grand-
children, comfortable and happy.

Mother brought down thus the story
of aunt Augusta’s life, while Mr. Aver-
ill listened, eager and excited. When
she had finished he knocked the ashes

walk the floor.

“I will start for Portland to-morrow
morning and see what Angusta will have
to say to me. I am of the same mind I
always was. I never hankered for a mo-
ment after any other womaun, and I am
as ready to marry her to-day as ever I
was.”

So the next-day I saw Lim on the
Portland train, gray with years, but
youthful with expectation.

This time he did not waste his oppor-
tunity by waiting to make himself fine,
but with the grime and, dust of travel
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house of aunt Augusta’s daughter, with
whom she is liviag.

“Where is Mrs. Stanton ? [ want to
‘ see her right away.” said he, as soon as
| the door was opened.

*You will find her here ;
you please,” replied the housemaid, vpen-
| ing the deor of the sitting room.

| Mr. Averill stepped quickly forward.
| Yes, there she =at, stitching away as be-
fore on some kind of primrose-colored
stuff, with her eyes as black and bright
as ever. But the primroses were faded
in her cheeks, and she wore acap on her
head.

“I have come for yon again, Augusta,
Am 1 too late this time 2" cried the im-
patient lover.

The roses came back to aunt Augus.
ta’s cheeks, and the red-hot arrows shot
out of her eves once more.

If it isn't Sam

Averill,
nose and all !”” she said, holding up her
| hands.

“Bless us !

| in the night, then the years are past;
| and it is only when an old lady nods tri-
| umphantly at you from the looking glass
saying, “Here I am, my dear!” or when
children that you have nursed in your
arms, come around with the rights and
| duties of full-grown men and women,
that you remember one is no longer
But the sight of Sam

| young at fifty.

| aunt Augusta.

me look at you. It seems like the real
old times to see you once more.
look wonderful natural. but dear me,
| how you have changed !
old as well as myself."”

Jut Mr. Averill was not to be divert.
ed by any side issues,

You've grown

a serious mistake once.
mistake about my own mind, however :
that remains the same it always was,
Every woman |'ve ever seen seemed like
a tallow candle beside the sun when |
| think of you. 1 have made my fortune,
aud all I waut now. is you to come and
| share it with me. It is yon, or nobody,
| just as it always was.”
Maybe aunt Augusta’s heart throbbed
a little with the old yearning toward the
| love of her youth, but she shook her
head with unhesitating decision, as she
put out her hand to stir the eradle where
her youngest grandchild lay asleer.
“It can never be, Sam,” said she. ~I

marrying Stanton. He didn’t . turn out
to be the man | took him for. He prov-
ed contrary and ornery, and beside he
wrote letters in disguise.  But that
all over and past, and can’t be undone.
And now I am in the midst of my <hil-
dren with my grandchildren growing up
about me, and | am in my right place.
I shouldn’t be contented to leave every-
| thing and go off to & new country to be-
| gin the world over again, us it were. |
| am too old an oak to be transplasted.

is

have talked till he was at the age of Me.

ber mind, and an earthquake couldn't
shake it.

small farmer with a very large family. Cowesett.
So his youngest son, Sam, came to work | Aunt Augusta had a weakness for

| heart that had once been filled by his
| love.

supper & few evenings after, ‘not a word.’

from his pipe, and starting up, began to |

walk in, if |

| days ; I aln.'ays thoﬁght the world and | 09

A NEW ARKANSAS TRAVELER.

The scene is o dilapidated log cabin
in Arkansas. [ts character, a trapper
scated on an inverted tub playing the
Avgusta always was decided, and | go part of & familiar air upon an old
you couldn’t turn her after she got her | violin, and  his wife and children in the

mit.n! fixed. She wouldn't keep you long | background. A stranger euters, and the
waiting for your answer, either. Well, following colloquy ensues :

it is likely it is for the best ; we will Stranger—How do you do, sir?
hope so0.” pursued mother, reaching over | you well ?

to put an extra lamp of sugar in Mr. | Trapper—Stranger, kin you call a
Averill’s cup, as though to sweeten life | \an who cats three square meals a day,
if possible for him. | drinks hearty, and sleeps sound, ‘well ¥’

“It serves me right in taking it for ‘ (Fiddles.)
granted that Augusta understood my in- | Stranger—I think I could. How long
tentions. [ must have been a self-con- | have you been living here ?
ceited, inconsiderate fool. But it seems Trapper — D’ye see that mountain
hard that a body can’t work his way out there ?
of a blunder in a whole lifetime. Stranger—Weli ?

Mother looked full of sympathy, and ' Trapper—That wor h'yar when I come
dropped atother lump of sugar in Mr, ' h'yar.  (Fiddles.)

Averill's cup. To my astonishment he | Stranger—Thank you for the infor-
seemed to relish it the better, as if life | mation.
were growing sweeter and sweeter. | Trapper—You're welcome.

Mother and Mr. Averill sat up late | Stranger—Can 1 stay here to-night ?
that night ; so late that as I had had a Trapper—Well, you can’t stay h'yar.
hard day, I went offto bed and left them | - Stranger—How long will it take to
talking over old times and purring like | et to the next tavern?

a couple of cats by the kitchen fire. ) Trapper—Well, you'll not get there

After breakfast the next morning, my | a¢ all, if you stand thar foolin’ with me
mother followed me into the hall when I all night.  (Fiddles.)

started for the office. Stranger—How far do you call it %
“l want to speak with you, Elwell, | the next tavern ?

| just a minute,” said she, stroking my Trapper—1 reckon it's upward o’ some

“[ want to know if that is so !"* eried

Are

| coat-slecve, tremulously. “What should | distance.
! you say to my going back to California Stranger—Do you Imcp any spirits in
along with Mr. Averill 77 the house ?

“You, mother !" I eried, feeling as if Trapper—I1 guess thar is plenty down
| the world had tambled off its axis. | jn the graveyard. (Fiddles.)

“Why, it is auut Augusta he wants. It | Stranger—How do you cross the river

[ 15 Augusta, or nobody !I" " | ahead ?
“Yes, so it was,” returned mother, ‘ Trapper—The ducks swim across.—
humbly, “but Sam says I seem more | (Fiddles.)

like Augusta, as she used to be, than she Stranger—How far is it to the forks
does herself. To tell you the trath, El- | of the road ?

well,”” continued mother, humbler still, | Trapper—The roads ain't forked yet
“I suppose it wouldn’t have taken much | in these diggins. (Fiddles.)
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all of him ; but he scemed to take rath- | Trapper—Well, it ain't moved a step
er more to Augusta. She was always | gince I've been h'yar.
nineteen to the dozen, and I never could | Stranger—Why don’t you repair the
hold my own against her. Then your | poof of your house? It must leak.
father, he came along, and I never was | Trapper—Cos it has been raining like
sorry it happened as it did. DBut now | all creation for three weeks. (Fiddles.)
you don’t need me, and Sam and I have . Stranger—Why don't you mend it
about concluded to make arrangements, | when in ain’t raining ?
only [ told him I must have a talk with | Trapper—Cos then it don't leak.—-
you first and get your advice.” (Fiddles.)

Get my advice ! Dear little mother ! |  Stranger—Why don’t you play the
I was not idiotic enough to offer it if I | second part of that tune ?
had any advice to give. So she and Mr. ‘ Trapper—Cos I don’t know it;
Averill went on and ‘made arrangements.’ | you?

Which arrangements were that that
day two weeks, after a quiet wedding at |

kin

Stranger—I can.
Trapper—You kin! Look k'yar,stran-

| the minister’s, they started off for Cali- | ger, any man who kin play the second

From twenty to fifty is but as a watch |

“Sit down, Sam,” said she, “and let | commotion as exciting as it was inter.

Yon | what subsided, a concerted attempt was

|
“Augusta,” said he earnestly, I made | would be broken up in the rapid current |
It was not a | of the Missouri river, and men and |

won’t deny that it was all & mistake my |

Well, after that Mr. Averill might;

thuselabh. Auant Augusta had made up |

So Mr. Averill again went away alope. | it is propused to cut off & section of the
“Well, Amelia, Augusta wouldn’t ' butt and put it up in some prominest proscribed in mixed company or respec-
| have a word to say to me,” said be, walk. : place in the village for examinution.  table society, you may justly mark hiwm
ing in upon mother aud me as we sat at | We hope it will be done— Woodstock  as one with whom association is unde-

fornia together, to begin life anew on | part of that kin go right into Congress
each other's account, as blithe and joy-
ous as two birds on the wing.—From

onto it.
Stranger—~Uive me the fiddle. (Takes
| the fiddle and plays the entire tune.)
Trapper—(Yelling with joy)—That's

the .-Ifre’r'm";hr Felruary.

. —

Sixty My Aprirr o8 A CAKEOF 10E
—Sixty men with their teams. indastri-
onsly at work eatting and hauling ice

Lit, by goll! Do it again, stranger, Yan-
key! (Shaking hands.) H'yar, stranger,
make yourself at home. You kiu stay

| & week—Tliv and die h'yar if it's agree-

H'yar, Sal, bring out that jug.

an' go dig some sasafrax root, an' make

the stranger a cup of tea. Shake hands
again, stranger. By goll, you're a trump

—you are! Playit again!

on the Kansas river, the other day,
suddenly found themselves swiftly glid-
ing down the stream on a huge ice-raft
of their own making,

able.

Shouts and cries
those
perceived themselves going

of alarm from those on shore and
who now

down strenmn on a cake of ice which was =
g Max wio kxew EXACTLY WHAT

TO DO AT A

within a hundred yards of the rushing, ¥ 'I'l ol
‘trp.—There might have

heen a disastrous fire on
Saturday, but for the hervism displayed
by a man named Sweetman. He
passing along when he saw little flames
creeping around the chimney, and he
dashed into the house. He shouted *fire’
until the house rang ; he seized a bureau
and threw it over, and cailed to one of
the family to go and sound the alarm.
The burcau was left lying on the floor,
and Sweetman gathered up a table and
ran into the yard. He sent a small boy
| to sound another alarm, and ran in aod

began racking n bedstead to pieces, at

the same time ordering the women to

Fourth street,

immense mass of ice, made a scene of

Wis

esting. After the first alarm had some-
made by those on shore to assist in res-
cuing the men gnd horses now on the
| floating cake of ice. It was plainly ev.
| ident that if the vast sheet of rotten ice
| should reach the mouth of the river it

| teams must go down among the corfusion
| of broken ice. Ropes, planks and other
- appliances were brought into requisition 3

as the ice-raft flonted slowly toward the | throw evesything out of doosn. He got
| mouth of the river. But the men on | the bodstead down, and ran out doors

| this fragile raft were mot to be lost | and rushed a third boy to a fire.alarm

| , il i surefully
| Man himself was powerless to restrain | and then went in aud ca :
brought out the wood-box and a floor

the vast sheet of ice or to bridge over L Th it o}
. . 3 e v shovs
| the smooth, placid chasm between it and | ™ sl vt sasnioc sl gse Henen
eling the parlor furniture out of doors,

\ and shore. But Providence came in at _
the last moment. The raft drifted so [ 27d 8 %000 s Sweetman had flung the

that its widest part came scross the ! lockinggless throngh u'e, beck ,“‘i"d'm‘
stream, reaching from shore to shore g i the baby's erib 9, poecen, o
This gorged the ice for & fow minutes, | ™0 I8 and helped them, while another
hut long enough to allow the imperiled | "™E"eNEer Was ol {0 jerk an alnrm. oy
men and horses to escape to shore, which n.fl letter-box on the !ampt[mL “ hilo
they lost no time in doing, all being sav- Sweiman was $ans working hervically
| ed just as the ice again broke up and ‘ another man had climbed upon the “roof
| went booming out of the Kansas into and put out the fire, and m,m! o f."“r

the Missouri river. | more came upon the scene just in  time
! wiige Sl to prevent Sweetman from throwing the
piano down cellar to give himself room
to work.— Detroit Free Press.

Woodstock stands in the front rank |

us regards big trees. and may conclude | o
|t open ber doors as u place of resort in | Nothing so strongly indicates the man
opposition to California.  Joseph Hath- | of pure and wholesome thought as hab-
away bas lately cut an elm on his prem- | jtual parity of speech. By his conver-
ises the circumference of which, four | stion among his own kind, you wmay
feet from the groud, was 21 feot. He | alwayy pretty sceurately form an opin-
cut the main portion into 4000 feet of | jon as to the moral worth of a man, [t
| saw logs, whick he sold for $45. The | is there, where no restraint is supposed
remainder made five cords of stove wood. | to be placed upon his words, that you
It wos estimated that the whole tree | discover his true @stare. I he be given
would have made 12 cords of wood. Now | to loosenoss of discourse, or his 1mind
wanders to  the discussion of aubjects

Nteonderrd., sirable.




